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I've done my fair share of grocery shopping. To my mom, it was- and still 
is-this massive chore. The way she says "I have to go to the store today" sounds 
like a normal person saying, "I have to have a colonoscopy today." To me, it isn't 
as monstrous of an endeavor. Well, aside from the staggering time commitment. 
I often leave grocery stores with the same feeling as emerging from a very 
long and complex movie; the ones that make me want to lie on my floor and 
contemplate life. The ones that mess with my mind so much I'm not even sure 
my life is real anymore. It's like wondering if I dreamed Inception. Did someone 
incept Inception in my brain? I don't know anymore. What is life? Is it ours to 
defi.ne? How did I get on the floor? 
Entering the grocery store, however, is fantastic . The halogen lights 
comfort me in a very chemical way; it welcomes me with promises of fresh 
produce, flowers, and a weird bank that nobody actually banks with. It wants to 
give the impression that I'm not there purely for 3 quarts of soy milk, fi.ve pounds 
of pasta, and da iry-free snacks including-but-not-limited-to the biggest package 
of Oreos they have. It's true: "milk's favorite cookie" is completely dairy-free. 
I Grocery shopping has become more challenging for me this year. Last 8 January, I was suddenly floored by a virus that made it almost impossible for me 
Cf' to digest anything for about two months. Recovery involved many things I dislike, 
like needles, wearing sweat pants in public, and consuming nothing but wate red 
down blue Powerade for three days. I gradually moved from the liquid diet to 
fruits and vegetables, simple proteins, and fats. All my favorite foods welcomed 
me back with open arms once the infection was cleared up. All but my dear friend 
dairy. 
Grocery shopping is more d ifficult than it eve r was, but my real problem 
with it is that it neve r leaves me alone. I go to work and grocery shop. I g o home and 
realize I need groceries. I go to the store only to have my phone ring. It's my mom. 
That's weird. I'm usually the one to call her. Of course she's at the grocery store. 
"So, I'm at the newly renovated Mills Civic H y-Vee and I hate it," she 
greets me. 
"Oh, are they done with it?" I ask. Last time I was the re they were in the 
thralls of construction. The in-store restaurant was a sad clump of four tables in 
the produce section. Not by the produce section, in it. 
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"Yes and I can't fi.nd a thing! They moved the J ell-0 to God knows where." 
"Well, where are you now?" 
"Aisle 6." 
I hang my head. Okay, I'm good at grocery shopping, but it's not a fully-
fledged superpower. I can't telepathically know which a isle has what in a newly 
remodeled store that I haven't seen ye t. I have to stop walking and slouch in order 
to reel in the snark before responding. 
"No, Mom, what fo ods a re you by?" 
"Chips." 
"Okay, so you're a ways away." 
"You've neve r even been he re since they remodeled! How do you know?" 
Well then why did you call me? I grab my Oreos off the shelf and 
unceremoniously throw them in my baske t. By the sound of it, one defini te ly 
cracked. "The Lincoln Cente r Hy-Vee finished remodeling a few weeks ago. I'm 
assuming they're set up the same way." 
"Oh. Can you te ll me where the J ell-0 is? I need to make Green Death for 
a potluck and I can't fi.nd the pistachio pudding to save my life." 
"Have you checked the baking a isle?" Green Death, o r as the rest of the 
Midwestern world knows it, Pistachio Pudding Salad, is a staple in the Seely 
home. We make it year-round for celebrations, if we're really s trapped fo r side 
dishes, o r if we're really strapped for a potluck dish. 
"Yes, but I couldn't fi.nd it." 
"Well, go back. It'll be by the frosting." 
She sighs in the form of s tatic th rough the phone but starts on her way. 
Meanwhile, I'm making my way to the West Ames Hy-Vee health market 
section. It emb races me with promises of dairy-free goodness. I pick up a box of 
Annie's Naturals Friends Bunny Grahams. They are a mix of o riginal, chocolate, 
and chocolate chip graham crackers shaped like little bunnies. They're my 
favorite because of the name and the ingredients. Plus, I like to say that I eat my 
Friends. It gives people pause, especially because I'm a Culinary Science major 
with a minor in Anthropology. My m om used to joke that I wanted to eat people 
when I grew up. Not people, Mom, just Friends. 
"So I'm in the baking aisle, looking at the frosting," she declares. 
"The Jell-0 should be above, below, or beside the frosting." 
Silence. She's scanning the shelves. Then, another static sigh. "I don't see it." 
"Is it by the squeeze tubes of frosting? The canned pie filling maybe?" 
I supplied. 
I continue my quest fo r dairy-free snacks and fill my basket with sweet 
potato chips and soy-based yogurt alternative, both of which are very real things. 
"Okay, I found the Jell-0 but not pistachio pudding mix:' She sounds defeated. 
"A grocery store is not a grocery store without pistachio pudding mix." 
I whisper into my phone, hoping the not-unattractive bro (shoot me) looking at 
prote in shakes down the aisle doesn't hear my statement. 
"Found it!" 
"Good. Can I let you go? I'm at the store too. And I need to wrestle a few 
quarts of soy milk into this basket." 
"Sure. I need to get home and let the dog out." Her cart squeaks around a 
corner through the speaker pressed to my ear. 
"Are you sure you don't need help finding the marshmallows?" Mini 
marshmallows are another essential part of Green Death, along with crushed 
p ineapple and Cool Whip. Mom omits the traditional walnuts. 
"All right, you ungrateful snippet." She's smiling now. 
Mission: accomplished. 
I hold one of my hands up in a mock surrender even though she can't see 
me. "Hey, if anyone's ungrateful here, it's not me, Mom." 
"Goodbye, dear." The bustle of the other grocery store in my ear stops 
when she hangs up. 
I shove my already broken Oreos aside to make room for three cartons of 
soy milk and find myself sighing just like my mom. She's been my rock through 
my illness and recovery. I'll be lucky if I inherit half of her compassion, and I 
already inherited the woman's John Denver obsession so I'm well on my way. 
When I manage to tear myself away from the health market freeze rs 
without a pint of peanut butter chocolate swirl ice cream alternative, the express 
checkout is refreshingly deserted. Thank God. I have to get out before I'm lost in 
the limbo of this Hy-Vee forever. The checkout girl is nice, proving that Hy-Vee 
employees smile at cash registers as well as in every aisle like their sing-song-y 
slogan promises. 
The sun smacks my pupils into submission the second Hy-Vee's 
automatic doors slide open. There it is, the all too familia r feeling of emerging 
from a mind-blowing movie only to realize that the world is exceptionally 
ordinary. I go home and attack my groceries with a sharpie so my sorority sisters 
don't accidentally eat the relatively few things on this earth that I can digest. 
In passing, I ask one of them what's for dinner. 
"Mac and cheese!" she says. 
Without replying or closing the cabinet, or thinking really, I go back to my 
room and lay face first on the floo r. My Annie's Naturals Friends are still in my hand. 
I guess I'll eat my Friends for dinner. 
ANNIE SEELY earned her B.S. in Culinary Science from Iowa State in 
December and is currently a graduate student in Food Science and 
Technology. Her love affair with food began with boxed cake mixes and 
escalated at an alarming rate when, at the age of 16, she baked ten pies 
for her church's RAGBRAI stand. In her free time, she enjoys making lists, 
watching videos of Corgi puppies, and baking p ies. 
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